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Author's Notes: 
Guess what pairing came back in the most [unlpatriotic way possible? 


| admit, this reblogged imagine had me confused, as | couldn't tell for a while who was fellating who, and wasn't 


Johnny supposed to be the eldest Ramone? Yet, that perversion didn't stop from happening. 


Cross-post on A03 as simply "America Sucks". 


Boom! 


The four of us, that were Neddie, Dee Dee, Tommy, and Jorge, were huddled in the darkness of the bedroom. 


We had tried all the windows of the house to see the fireworks, save for one. 


"Fuck, Johnny!" 


Alas, the bathroom was occupied. The window behind the bed was alright, but it did not offer the view of the 
neighbourhood like the bathroom window. 


"They're at it again," Tommy said quietly to the rest, when a sparkler launched into the sky. Dee Dee bowed his 
head, and Jorge mouthed Oh my God. 


There was a choked whimper, which prompted us to leave the bed and walk up to the bathroom door. Forget 
decency! Johnny was not particularly gentle during intercourse, and it left more than Joey limping, wherever 


the poor singer was. 
Pow! Pow! Pow! Pow! 


We jumped on instant; the neighbours from across the alley had a frightful selection to set off. The tall Jorge 
swayed like a palm tree in the wind, and | barely avoided falling on top of Tommy, but Dee Dee ended up 
colliding with the wood. 


Upon impact, the door opened. 


Johnny was on his bare knees, his hands holding on to the long pale legs, right arm supported by the toilet, as 
the skinny long fingers from above tugged at his hair. The bony knees were bent, in a struggle for the legs to 
keep balance. On the sink was a white religious candle that was clearly not lit by Mum, that would demand 


explanation were she to find out what it was used for. 


The colours flashed through the bathroom window, fogged up by the heat. And barely past the window's 
height, there stood Joey in all his bespectacled, messy-haired, long-limbed beauty. 


"Wow..." Dee Dee was practically drooling at the sight. 


"Douglas, get your jaw off the floor!" Tommy admonished, but even he was not expecting this side of the 
Ramones frontman, if the swears and the encouragements were anything to go by. 


Joey, aside from the glasses, was wearing only a spaghetti-strap nightgown which complemented with his 
snow-white skin. The fabric clung to his torso, and thanks to the heat, there was no imagination left for that 
body. The best part, of course, was his face, with the blush emanating to his nose and cheeks. Joey was 
undeniably beautiful, even when he had the brown-hair pressed between his legs in front of him. 


"Hey?" 


After a while, Joey held the back of Johnny's neck, gently pulling the man away so that he could see him. He 
noted the smirk on John's face, the tongue swirling around the head of his phallus. All of a sudden, the 
guitarist was jerked up onto his feet, and before he could react further, he found his stark nakedness wrapped 


in those skinny arms, bringing him close to the barely dressed frontman. 


Joey must've seen the four of us surrounding them in the bathroom, because he retreated temporarily to his 
awkward self. The house provided no privacy, and with a man like Johnny, it took Joey a great deal of courage 

for him to unravel. There was a tiny drummer-producer at the door, a ravenous bassist just behind the bare 
backside, a marfanoid brother sitting on the sink, and a flat-chested sister standing on top of the toilet, whose 


eyes were all on them. 


Johnny had never been so exposed, and the heat was not helping him. Not even when Jorge blew out the candle 
and | opened the bathroom window, could the man keep his composure. The way these hands caressed him 
from head to toe instead of beat him up, they were driving him crazy. The frontman really had to marvel as 


the leader became a sweaty quivering mess. He was going to lose himself, that in desperation he demanded, 
"Get on with it, Joey!" 

Smiling wryly, Joey spun Johnny around so that he had him pinned to the wall. The nightgown was well soaked 
with sweat, the hem raised up to let Joey access the parted legs, and as he planted a kiss to Johnny's lips he 
readied himself to enter. 


At that moment, the fireworks showered the night in blue, white, and red. 


It was showtime. 


